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pearls, blazed with rubies, emeralds and diamonds, a peacock flashing a tail of sapphires and other stones above it, the Koh-i-Nor sending a dull gleam from the front of its pearl-fringed canopy."
It all made my £300 seem a pitiful flea-bite.
The Times of India informed me that I could have three months' leave on half-pay, and, in case I did not wish to return, Sheppard gave me the magnificent testimonial, to which I have already referred, expressing the hope that I would come back. A first-class passage was booked for me in the P. & 0. liner Rawalpindi, the same that was sunk in World War II when, as an armed merchant cruiser, she encountered the Scharnhorst in valiant but unequal battle.
I had no premonition that fate would one day mangle this fine ship when, wracked with internal pains, I left an ambulance and walked feebly up the gangway. I hated myself for going home a pallid wreck and for wincing with pain; I hated the steward for refusing to serve meals in my cabin. I also came to the firm conclusion that when we had put to sea St. George's Hospital would miss several surgical instruments which appeared to be wedged inside me, piercing rny tenderest organs whenever I moved.
However, the miracle of recovery continued, accelerated by rest, good food, sea-air and, above all, the wonderful knowledge that I was homeward bound. By the time we reached Marseilles I was dancing on the deck. When we docked at Tilbury few glancing at the lean, bronzed traveller from Bombay would have guessed that he had recently been near death.
Then, somehow, the homecoming to which I had looked forward so longingly for two years fell flat. I missed the sun and gaiety of Bombay dreadfully. Everything seemed grey and dull; everybody seemed incredibly worried about nothing or intolerably busy about nothing. People rushed hither and thither with purposeless, gnat-like activity, grousing perpetually from morning till night. In Bombay we laughed at our misfortunes ; in London they nearly wept. In Bombay they had the same word for "yesterday" and "tomorrow"; in London they clipped seconds in a mad race with time. Worst of all was the weather, the cold, wet,fed with silver, and the
